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Hidden Strength 


Being strong is not an easy thing to do. 
We all have trouble finding strength. 

Not the kind of strength that can lift a weight or move a mountain. 
Not the kind of strength that will make you famous and put your face on the front of 
someone’s cereal box. 

This is a deeper kind of strength the most allusive kind. 

The kind that we need most. 

People are always searching for it to get throught this problem or that one. 
They look in the stangest places, in a bottle, to the sky, 
in pill or on a sharp razor’s edge. 

We look for it within others, not realizing that they are looking for it too. 
We look for it in crowds or on long walks alone. 

People clutch their pills and their bottles and their bibles and one another. 
Waiting for their deliverance to come. 

Some of us come to the realization that strength is somewhere else. 

It is not a gift, no one can wrap it up and give it to you. 

It is not a pill, you can’t take one and feel better. 

It is not some invisible spirit that can will your problem away. 

It is deep within yourself. 


Hidden like a priceless treasure. 


Rhonda R. Reese 


Reflecting Myself 


I know for a fact 
That I have to live with myself, and so... 
I must be suited for me to know. 

I continuously seek to better myself, 
As the hands on the clocks circle by. 
Honestly, to be able 
To look myself in the eye. 

Pll never welcome a selfish bond, 
And hate myself for the wrong I’ve done. 
I know only to forever walk tall: 

A manner which earns respect 
And smiles from those who call. 
Even as I seek out glory for myself, 

I want my parents, and the wanderers, 
To be proud of the photo on the shelf. 

I never want to look upon myself and know: 
Still, I can’t fool myself, and so... 
Leave it to me. 

I'll befriend myself through you, 


By sharing a friendship so true. 


David Shelby 


Song Of My Soul 


dear black man/ Afro-American male/colored man/colored man/negro man 
descendent of Adam/descendant of the majestic kings of Africa/warrior of an 
ancient heritage 


tell me your burdens/lay your head on my lap/cry on my bosom/ 
let me comfort you/soothe your wounds 


i am she/descendant of Eve/mother of civilization/the legendary strong black 
woman/soul sister/helpmate/queen/the original nubian princess 


have you forgotten i shared not your throne/only the the chains/ 
slavery/ i bred their product/ravished my body/yet i did survive/ 
was it i who let you die? 


betrayal!/you could not protect me /you did not respect/ you 
stopped loving/turned to an animal/zombie 


then came the year of jubilee/still you were not aroused/you 
were unloving but hopeful/a hope too easily lost/your desire 
to take back the life you lost/you forgot your soul 
after the hope was gone/you blamed me/my love weakened me/your 
abuse/molestation/disrespect/you turned into the enemy/you disdainfully 
wronged me in every way/yet i am still here 


then you blamed the white/the ultimate enemy/my unwanted lover/ 
provoker of all evil 


but where is your responsibility?/who is the source?/stop & 
look for your purpose/it all started with you 


Black man/Afro-American male/Colored man/Negro man/Descendent 
of Adam/Descendent of the majestic Kings of Africa/Warrior of 
an ancient heritage 


Everyday i see you turn convict/drug dealer/killer/rapist/ 
thief/drug addict/the famous runaway father 


what is your goal? 


its all in your hands/within you, my Brother 


Kerrie McKinney 


To My Partner 


The cracked bottle of broken dreams spews its contents into the gutter, 
a never ending chasm of deprivation and waste. 


But a little of the ether remains. 

It Explodes with the lighting of the Reefer. 
The Future is burning away 

Burning. 


Crack! Everything explodes. 
All is lost. 

My hopes are gone. 

The Future is dark and bleak. 


Come Back my Brother. 

I NEED YOU! 

My Future children need you. 

We, The African nation, need you. 


Douse the fire. 
Stop the leakage of my dreams. 


Come Back. 


Phyllis M. Jeffers 


Today’s Social Rope 


Yesterday, God graced; rebels prevailed; 
Africans’ social liberties were tied; 
Literature incarcerated the classics. 


Thus, yesterday was pervertedly implied. 


Today, institutions rev in stagnation: 
Socially enslaved, still unequal; 
Culturally, mentally, technically. 


Thus, today is history’s sequel. 


Tomorrow, to be tied in or not to be; 
Environmentally, there’s but one wish: 
Lasso the world’s largest flowerpot. 


Thus, tomorrow should be unselfish. 


Yesterday is today’s knotted data; 
Education is humanity’s civic hope: 
Today is yesterday’s tomorrow. 


Thus tomorrow is today’s extended rope. 


David Shelby 


Revolution 


We cheer on the 
foreign revolutions, 
civil wars, 
struggles for freedom, 
burning tanks, 
and dead communists. 
But here — 
one raised clenched 
Black fist 
sends America 
into panic. 

Not here! 

Not here, 
don’t bring your revolution home. 


Gianna La Morte 


Lang Tsland Worning 


It was a coal brisk December morning. 
The san was uot fully out, but evidence 
of t's glerieus coming could be seen and felt. 

The sound of crip waves colliding with the shoreline 
aud. the chatter of thousands of seagulls could be heard iu the distance. 
ptud again, 7 war unprepared. 

7 hugged the guilt to my thin shin 
ar a mother would embrace her child. 

“lhe burning frrewaad suapped and crackled. 

The spanks resembled small fireflies lighting a dark wight. 
“She outside could uot tauch me. 


7 was safe. 
Eric Pristell 


c.t. ain't down wit' the B thanks g! 


52 to 48... 
a vote for a stringer rope 
around the neck 


of the B when they said c.t. was good enough for a 


seat... 

of a court supreme, 

because g saw that c.t. was a B 

but he really ain't, 

just another W wearin’ a B coat of paint 


G selected c.t. 
and made other B's go against him 
IN PUBLIC!!! 


a.l. said somethin’ ‘bout a house divided... 
yes indeed, it will cease to stand 

and those 3k's know, 

that unified B hands in 3k's land 

will ultimately cause... 


so g picked c.t. 
because g knew he was against... 
those mental revolutionary B student crews. 


OH OREO, OREO 
WHERE FOR ART THOU OREO? 


c.t. came froma shack, 

like many of other B's 

but c.t. went to a university 
filled with w's 

who think they are above all B's 
including c.t. 


and he felt that he was lower 
just ‘cause of his pigment. 
so c.t. got sick 
and caught the fever 
not for the Pringles, 
but of the jungle! 
to him... 
european the prettiest human being 


(i wonder if he discusses B topics with his w wife.. 
i wonder if he tells her of all the evils that her 


kind has done, not only to B's, but also I's...) 


no, no, no, 

i'm not sayin’ that jungle fever is wrong, 
we all come from the Creator 

but when a B attacks other B's 

then say that you're B! 


i have to laugh... 


not because it's funny, (it's really sad) 
but i'm all cried out 

over the many c.t.'s 

who run around with the "big" degrees, 
and say that they 

are working for me and the other B's, 
in the college classrooms... 

but then turn around 

and go against money 

for me and other B's... 


those c.t.'s say that... 
we should do for ourselves! 


true BUT... 
i can't pay for college (nor can my momma)... 


but c.t. and his crew of degrees 
were the same who got money, 
for being a B! 

at a school filled with w's... 


those c.t.'s didn't turn it down? 
HELL NO!!! c.t. just smiled, 
happy as hell, to be able to pay for harvard... 


now c.t. has made it to the top. 
but soon... 


he'll 
drop 
like 
a 
rock 
comin’ down from a mountain... 
and on his way down, 
he'll see the so-called lower B's. 
The same ones he slyly said 
were basically, 
lazy negroes... 


But soon... 


...like a rock coming down from the sky, 
and on his way down... 

he'll see a hill 

where he found his thrill... 

no, not blueberry (sorry Fats) 

but anita. 

and she still won't tell her breast size. 
but he is the one 

that she and i must rise for. 


OH OREO, OREO, 
WHERE FOR ART THOU OREO? 


52 to 48, 
made him locate, 


in a court supreme. 
damn. 


Timothy Leon Moore 


You Don't Need No Money 


You don treed HO money to be mi Man, 
Al You go to do is hold my hand 


Don't have ta worship me or be my fan 
AM, You got to do 1° understand 


Don't need to FA You be me everyday day and night 
Just make sure yu always treat me right, 


Don't need to sweet talh me with Your Sty rhymes 
AU ack iv a bttle of your Lime, 


Because, 


if YOU ONE OS SINCEHE AS YOU really can be 


Gaur sweel Black Live 1° HE that will ever need 


Deborah B. ellony 


Talkin’ “bout Blues 


Talkin’ ‘bout Blues 
talkin’ ‘bout blues 
takes special tools 
yeh, special tools be what you use 
like imagination 
to capture the pain and frustration 
to relay a degree of love that climaxes 
at revelation 
to procure the thoughts of mamas sending black babies 
off to war 
knowing in her heart 
who and what those girls and boys fightin’ for 


When talkin’ “bout the Blues 
yeh, special tools be what you use 

like rhythm 
heart-lifting 
mind-driftin’ 
wine sippin’ 

finger-lickin® rhythm rhythm 

rhythm carved on the walls of Pyramids 
rhythm hammered in the belly of the night 
signalling captured souls fo take flight 


When talkin’ bout Blues 
one must fuse 
the tears of children 
whose parents fight 
shaftering lullaby nights 
with the AIV ferror unleashed 
that threatens our lives 


these are the judgement days 


Yes, talkin’ ‘bout the Blues 
takes special tools 
like lyrics 
lyrics that bring forth ocean waves onto dry shore eyelids 
birthing the consciousness that only truth bids 
that only the hard emancieating truth bids 
Yeh, when talking about the Blues 
special tools be what you use. 
Eddie J. Harris Jr. 


le 


Tu Lave 


Tell me that Tm Ceautiful to you. 
You say tt ta me tu your eyes. 
Well watch ct iu the shies. 


Life ts 1a meantugful to me. 
Before we met tt didu't matter. 
7 hear my ouce sileut heart hatter. 


Beat, Geat, Seat. Oh, yes Tian AALIVE; 


Suchatned: by desatatedentn 
Thank you for setting me free. 


Vu Laue 


Lisa Faye Hara 


Artist Intex 


Ronji Hatchell, Buckwheat-Charcoal 
14 


#/ Kimberly Harris, K's in Motion-Negative of Marker drawing 
15 


Erica Leathers, African Mask-Pen & Ink 
16 


Jamie McMillan, Shifting Exercise-Marker 
7, 


Shuan Boykin, So What-Pen & Ink 
18 


Danette Cheatham, Untitled-Marker 
19 


Ronji Hatchell, Mother & Baby-Charcoal 
20 


John Riddick, Jr., Escape from the Concrete Jungle- 
Computer Illustration 
21 


Tanneh El-Amin, Jose B.-Print 
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